CHAPTER VII

CHITTAGONG
1864-65

I ARRIVED safely ol Chittagong on the 15th of October, 1864,
after an uneventful journey down the big river Meghna and
along the sea-coast beyond. We waited, just before leaving
the river, at a place called Bamni, until the " bore " boomed
past, and then pushed out to sea, coasting along until the mouth
of the river Karna-phuli was reached, a short distance up which
stream lay the port of Chittagong.

Karna-phuli, being translated, means an " ear-flower " or
ear-ring. Tradition has it that a wife of a Mahomedan
governor of the place dropped a valuable ear-ring in the river,
and was drowned in attempting to recover it. This, however,
was long ago, before the English " raj/* when the Moghui
dynasty held Chittagong as the extreme northern outpost of
the empire. The aboriginal name of the river is the Kynsa-
khyoung.

We rowed up to Chittagong with the rising tide. Before us,
in the clear morning light, lay innumerable groups of small
low-lying hills, which were backed by more lofty ranges in the
distance, all well wooded but scarcely rising to the dignity of
mountains.

I was travelling for the last time in one of my cumbrous
cottage-like Noacolly police-boats, and, as the flowing tide
swept us up stream, the rowers sang some improvised stanzas of
farewell, each verse ending with a vigorous chorus of " Goom
alatoon goom " (f* Pull, altogether, pull! ").

As we approached the town and port of Chittagong, the tall
masts of European-rigged vessels rose outlined against the sky.
These were one or two English and American barques loading